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Verne's fantastic contraptions for investigating the bot-
tom, of the sea or flying from the earth to the moon.
The weather was grey and cloudy. As we left the city
behind us the sirens began to wail, and we congratulated
ourselves on having avoided the delay of the morning air-
raid.
Alternately walking and riding, we reached Mao Tsun,
the first village marked on the sketch-map which Mac-
Fadyen had prepared for our journey. The road was flat
and easy, winding across the cultivated plain, with low
hills on our left and, on our right, the high embankment
of the railway. A few miles out of Su-chow we had crossed
an elaborate trench-system, as yet empty and unguarded,
evidently designed to defend the city from the north. We
passed a boy leading a donkey with a small red cloth on
its back. Chiang, even more officious than usual, stopped
to warn the boy that he must remove the cloth at once,
or its bright colour would be likely to attract the atten-
tion of Japanese airmen!
Beyond Mao Tsun the road got very rough and the
country wilder and less inhabited. We had to walk most
of the way to Liu Chuan, The sun came out, bright and
hot; I shed my sweater, Auden his overcoat and cap. All
the while I was keeping a faintly uneasy eye alert for the
Japs, but there was no sign of them, either in the air or
among the barren folds of the hills.
- At Liu Chuan we ate our midday meal at a table in the
middle of the street, for the hovel which was the village's
only restaurant swarmed with flies. The crowd round our
stools was so dense that you couldn't move an elbow with-
out touching a human body. The children were the most
inquisitive; the chins of the smallest were ranged along
the table-edge, a row of decapitated heads, smeared with
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